open. He stored this picture of her away in his mind, for
times to come. " I will always see Sybil," he felt more than
he thought it, " always, always, I will see her, even when
I'll be blind. But I will not be blind," he told himself. "Fra
getting better, day by day. Doctors are quacks and imbeciles.
They frighten you just to appear more important and
send you bigger bills. Quickly he opened his eyes again.
Yes, he saw Sybil.

The applause that came crashing down at the end of the
aria awakened Bhakaroff from his spell of serene enchant-
ment and brought him back to reality. Carmen, Third Act,
and between him and his next scene were eleven feet of a
difficult and insecure passage. While he braced himself for
the corning task he automatically kept his attention on the
applause, estimating its verve, warmth, duration and
volume. He was pleased,

"Attention!" the little assistant whispered somewhere
behind him. Two more bars of music, the recitative, the
tremolo in the orchestra. Bhakaroff cleared his throat, filled
himself with air, tapped against his forehead. It was a routine
gesture, designed to draw the resonance into that precious
cavity above the saddle of the nose. He put his right foot
forward and straightened himself up, growing a few inches
taller as he assumed the characteristic pose of a bullfighter.
"Now! Go!" the whisper behind him commanded.

He stepped out of his hiding place the same moment as
Don Jose aimed and shot. Bhakaroff opened his mouth
for his cue: "Chtelqties ligms plus has et tout etait finL** There
was a hundredth of a second between the report of the
rifle and the impact of something hot and painful and
burning on his face. He made an instinctive, uncontrolled
step to the side, groped for some hold, found nothing under
his foot, nothing in his hands. He felt himself falling into
what seemed an endless depth. He thought in a panic: I
am shot; he's shot me* His head hit hard against somc-
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